.Pflpfi, i 



ll ji 

uiiip 

RHIfil 



liii 

m spit 

Mum 

ililf 

1 


I 


sliljf 


m 




jp 

ip 


1 

flHnpg^ 

MR 


; i :■: 


1 m 


a 


m 




iijjiMiiPfl 

tiwm ^ ■ 

liiiilijf 


I 

iPji v ij'fr ' : -i ;■ 




1 


114, 


Thefirjl Tart of Henry theSixt, 


i 


O thou whofe wounds become hard fiiuoured death, 
Speake to thy father* ere thou yedd thy breach, 

Braue death by fpeaking* whither he will or no: 

Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy Foe* 

Poore Boy, he {miles, me thinkcs, as who fbould fay,' 
Had Death bene French, then Death had dyed to day* 
Come, come, and lay him in hisFathers acmes, 

My fpiric can no longer bcare thefe harmes. 

Souldiers adieu:I haue what I would haue, 

Now my old armes arc yong hhn Talbots graue* Djes 

Eptcr Qurles 3 AUnfm 3 r Burgmdk 3 Bafiardy 
and F Heed* 


Char, Had Yorke and Somerfct brought rcfoie in. 
We fliould haue found a bloody day of this, 

Safi, How theyong whelpcof7k/forj raging wood. 
Did fleflihhptmie-fwordin Frenchmens blood* 

Pm. Oncelencotmtred him, and thus I faid ; 

Thou Maiden youth* be vanquiftit by a Maidc* 

But with a proud Maicfticail high fcornc 
He anfwer a thus; Yong Talbot was not borne 
To be thepillageofaGiglot Wencht 
So milling in the bowels of the French, 

He left me proudly, as vnworthy fight. 

Bur . Doubtlcfie he would haue made o noble Knight: 
See where he lyes inherced in the armes 
Of the mo ft bloody Nurffer of his harmes, 

*3afi. Hew them to pecces,hack their bones affunder, 
Whofelife was Englands glory, Gallia’s wonder* 

Char,. Oh no forheare: For that which we haue fled 
During the life, let vs not wrong it dead* 
rnter hack* 

Lu* Herald, condudf me to the Dolphin^ Tent, 

To know who hath obtain'd the glory of the day* 

Char* On wharfubmiffiue mcffagearc thoufent? 
Lucy. Submiflion DolphinPTis amcereFrench word; 
We Es-iglifih Warriours wot not what it mcanes. 

I come to know what Prifoners thou hart tane* 

And to furuey the bodies ofthe dead* 

Char. For prisoners askft thou? Hdl ourprifon is, 
Btit tell me whom thou feek’ft ? 

Luc. Bu: where’s the great Alcides of the fields 
Valiant Lord Talbot Earle of Shrewsbury i 
Created for his rave fucceflc in Armes, 

Great Earle of tVafhford, Waterford* and Valence 3 
Lord Talbot of Goodrtg and Vrchinfield f 
Lord Strange rif Btachmere* Lord Verdon of Alton f 
Lord (fromwell sAWingefield, Lord Fur mu all of Sheffield, 
The thrice fRSfopious Lord of Fdconbrtdgc^ 

Knight of the Noble Order of S, George * 

Worthy S* tjldtcbael* and the Qolden Fleece^ 

Great MarfhaU to Henry the fixe, 

Qfall his War res within the Realms of France, 

Fuc, Heere’s a filly ftatriy ftile indeede : 

TheTurke that two and fiftie Kin gdomes hath. 

Writes not fo tediou.; a Stile asthis* 

Him that thou magni.fi’ft with all thefe Titles* 

Stinking and fly-blownelyes hccre at our fecte* 

Lucy: Is Talbot flame* the Frenchmens only Scourge, 
Ybtlf Kingdomes terror* and blackc Nsmefts ? 

Oh were mine eye-ball es in to Bullets turn'd, 

That I in rage might {boot them at your faces* 

Oh,that I could but call thefe dead to life. 

It were enough to fright the Sealnte of Ff ance. 

Were but his Pidture left amdngrt you here* 


It would anaase the prowdeft of you aR 
Giue me their Body es*that I may beare themU 
And giue them Buriall.asbefeetnes their Won | eilCf ’ 
Pucd. I thinke tbi s vpflart is old Talbots Gh«n 
Hefpcakcs with Inch a proud commanding ft,; • ' 
For Gods fake let him haue him, to keepe t W l 1 
They would but ftinfce, and putrifietheayre. ■ 
Char. Go take theirbodies hence. 3 
L«cy. lie beare them hentc:but from their ,n. , 

bercard ‘“‘Mil 

A Phoenix that ftull make all Franceaffear’d 

Char. So we be rid of them, do with him whar!' 

And now to Paris in this conquering vaint ^ Ei 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbots fowl 

' wit. 



SEN-NET. 

Enter King, qiocefter, and Exeter. 

King. Haue you perus'd the Letters from the ft-, 
The Emperor, and the Earle of Arminack? F * 

qio. 1 haue my Lord, and their intent is this 
They humbly fueynto your Excellence * 

To haue a godly peace concluded of 
Betweene the Realities of England, and of France 
King. How doth your Grace affca their motion > 
Gh. Well (my good Lord; and as the only 
To ftopeffufkm ©four Chriftian blood, ^ 55 

And ftablifh quictneffe on euery fide, 

King. I marry V[ickle,for I alwayes thought 
It was both impious and vnnaturall. 

That filch im inanity and bloody flrife 
Should reigne among Profeffors ofone Faith. 

qio. Befide my Lord, the lboner to effeft, 

And furei binde this knot ofamitie. 

The Earle of Arminaeke neere knit t oCharles, 

A man of great Aothoritie in France, 

Proffets his onely daughter to your Grace, 

Ill marriage, with a large and fumptuous Dowrie. 

King Marriage Vndclc? Alas my yeares are yon«: 
And Inter is my fiudie, and my Bookes, 

Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour, 

Yet call th’Embafladors, and as you pleafe, 

So let them haue their anfweres euery one: 

I fliall be well content with any choyce 
Tends to Gods glory, and my Countries wcalel 

Eater Wixcbefter, a»d three Ambaffadtr), 

Exet. What, i s my Lord of wmhefter inftaH’d, 
And call’d vnto a CardinalU degree ? 

Then I perceiue, that will bt verified 
Henry theFift did fome time prophefie, 

Ifoncc he come to be a Cardinall, 

Hce’l make his cap coequal! with the Crowne. 

King. My Lords Ambafladors, your ieueralKuitCJ 
Haue bin confider’d and debated on, 

Your purpoie is both good and reafonable ; 

And therefore are we certainly refolii’d, 

To’draw conditions of a friendly peace, , 

Which 


The fi rfl Tart of Henry theSixt 


0ichhy m y , prciently to France. 

Slid 1 be “ 1 J t o t the proffer of my Lord your Mafier, 
^i^^Highneflefbatkrge, 
jbaucinr . e yertuoos gifts, 

if a nd the valew ofherDower, 

H ccBe u lend fhe ihall be EngHnds Qneene. 

H £ ^ thU hl argument and proofs bf which contrav.., 
^ter this fe'well, pledge ofmy affcaion. 
ft' Lord Protestor fee them guarded, 

Sbrought to Dover, wherein fhip d 
^ iaf t U m to the fortune af thefca. Exemt. 

#“„ ym rLo t dL 5 g«c )y o U th^fi.tt« Ic .uc 
! , Lmc ofrnoncy which I promiled 
^ !C 11 bs deliuered to his Holinefic, 

, ,dime me in thefe graue Ornaments. 

P° tc ° j ^i[H attend vpon your Lordfiiips leyfiire. 
How Winchcflcr will tiot fabmit*! trow* 
hfjnferioufc to the proudeft Pccrc; 

Lfe^Glofler.thou ftialtwdl perceiue, 
r JAhcx in birth, or for authorine, 
t t BifhoP wilt be ouer-bornc by thee: 

„i [ h«m»t«th C cfio<.pc,.ndb t „a t hytac,, 

Ocfackethis Country with a mutiny ■ Lxemt 



Enter Charles, Burgundy, lanfon, Tafiard^ 

Reignicty and lone* 

Ckr. Thefe newes (my Lords)may cheere our droo¬ 
ping Ipirits: 

’Tisfaid, the fiont PaVifians do reuolt, 

Ad turne againe vnto the warlike French. 

J/ffl.Tben march to Paris Royal 1 Charles of France, 
Andkecpenot backeyour powers in dalliance. 

fml. Peace be amongft them if they turnc to vs, 
llfcruine combatc with their Pallaces. 

Enter Scent. 

Scout. Succefle vnto our valiant Genet all. 

And happineffe to his accomplices. 

Ckr. What tidings fend our Scouts?! prethee fpeak. 
Scout. ThcEnglifh Army that diuided was 
Into two panics, is now conioyn’d in one, 

Ardmeanes to giue you bactell prefently. 

Cher. Somewhat too fodainc Sirs, the warning is. 

But wo will prefently prouide for them. 

"Bur. I cruft the Ghoft of Talbot is not there : 

Nowheis gone my Lord,you ncedc notfearc. 

Tucel. 6faIlbafepaffions,Fe3re is tuoft accurft. 
Command theConqueft Charles, it Ihall be thine: 
la Henry fret, arid all the world repine. 

(bar, Then on my Lords, and France be fortunate. 

Exeunt. Alarum. £x curfions. 

Enter lent de Pucell. 

Put, The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen flye. 
Now htlpc ye charming Spelles and Periapts, 

And ye choife fpirits that admonifh me, 

And giue meifignes of future accidents. Thunder . 

You lpeedy helpers, that arc fubftitutes 


Voder the Lordly Monarch of the North, 

Appeare,and aydeme in this enterprizc. 

Enter Fiends, 

Thisfpcedy and qnickc appearance arguesproofe 
Of your accuftomM diligence to me. 

Now yc Familiar Spirits, that arc cull d 

Out of the powerful) Regions vnder earth, , 

Heine me this once, that France may get the held. 

1 They wal^e f andfimkf not* 

Oh hold mcnot withfiience oucr-Iong: 

Where 1 was wont to feed you with my blood, 

He lop a member off and giue it you. 

In carneft of a further benefit: 

So vou do con dife end to help erne now. 

They hang their beads. 
No hope to haue redreffe- My body (hall 
Pay recompencc, ifyou will grauntmyfuicc. 

1 ‘ They [hake their beads. 

Cannot my body, nor blood-facrifice, 

Intrcate you to your wonted furtherance i 
Then take my foule; my body, fouIe,and all, 

Before that England giue the French the foyle.! 

They depart. 

See, they forfake me. Now the time is come. 

That France muff vale her lofty plumed Creft, 

And let her head fall into Engiands lappe. 

My ancient Incantations are tooweake, 

And hell too ftrong for me to buckle with: 

Now France, thy glory droopeth to the dufti 

Excurjlons. Burgundie and York* fight hand to 
hand. French flye, 

Yorke. Damfcll of France, I thinke I haue you faft, 
Vnchaine your fpirits nowwith fpelling Cbatmes, 

And try if they can gaine your liberty. 

A goodly prize, fit for the diuels grace, 

Scehowthevgly Witch doth bend her browes. 

As if with Circe , (lie would change my Ihape. 

Tttc. Chang’d to a worferlhape thou canft not be,* 
Tor. Oh, Charles the Dolphin is a proper man. 

No fhape but his can pleafe your dainty eye.' 

Pac. A plaguing mifchccfe light on Charles , and thee 
And may yc both be fodatnly furpriz’d 
By bloody hands, in fleeping on your beds, 

Yorke. Fell banning Hagge, Inchantreffchold thy 


tongue. 


puc. I prethee giue me leaue to curfe awhile. 

Yorks. Curfe M ifcreant,when thou comft to the flake 

Exeunt. 

tAlarum. Enter Suffolk? with Margaret 
in his hand. 

Sujf. Be what thou wilt, thoaart my prifoner. 

Gaz.es on her. 

Oh Faireft Beautie, do not feare, nor flye: 

For I will touch thee but with reucrend hands, 

I kiffe thefe fingers for eternal! peace, 

And lay them gently on thy tender fide. 

Who art thou, fay ? that I may honor thee. 

t Mar. Margaret my nam e, and dau ghter to a King, 
The King ofNaples, who fo ere thou art. 

Saff. An Earle I am, and Suffolkeaml call’d. 

Be not offended Natures myracle. 

Thou art slotted to be tane by me : 

So doth the Swan her downieSignets faue, 

Ob flay; 
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